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How the bird escaped, or if the sheep obeyed.

Till, losing memory,
Bird, fish, and sheep are ghostly,
And ghosts must do again
What gives them pain.
Cowardice cries
For windy skies,
Coldness for water,
Obedience for a master.

Shall memory restore

The steps and die shore,

The face and the meeting place;

Shall the bird live,

Shall the fish dive,

And sheep obey

In a sheep's way;

Can love remember

The question and the answer,

For love recover

What has been dark and rich and warm all over?
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